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the lowest forms of popular "art"; it has never used beauty
for the sake of beauty. Any little junk shop of statues and holy
pictures beside a cathedral is an example of what I mean.
"The Catholic Church, as churches go to-day/5 James wrote
in A Little Tour in France, "is certainly the most spectacular;
but it must feel that it has a great fund of impressiveness to
draw upon when it opens such sordid little shops of sanctity as
this." If it had been true that Henry James had no religious
sense and that Catholicism spoke only to his aesthetic sense,
Catholicism and Henry James at this point would finally have
parted company; or if his religious sense had been sufficiently
vague and " numinous", he would then surely have ap-
proached the Anglican Church to discover whether he could
find there satisfaction for the sense of awe and reverence,
whether he could build within it his system of" make-believe ".
If the Anglican Church did not offer to his love of age so un-
broken a tradition, it offered to an Englishman or an American
a purer literary appeal. Crashaw's style, if it occasionally has
the beauty of those "marble plains ", is more often the poetical
equivalent of the shop for holy statues; it has neither the purity
nor the emotional integrity of Herbert's and Vaughan's; nor
as literature can the Douai Bible be compared with the
Authorised Version. And yet the Anglican Church never
gained the least hold on James's interest, while the Catholic
Church seems to have retained its appeal to the end. He
never even felt the possibility of choice: it was membership
of the Catholic Church or nothing. Rowland Mallet won-
dered "whether it be that one tacitly concedes to the Roman
Church the monopoly of a guarantee of immortality, so that
if one is indisposed to bargain with her for the precious gift
one must do without it altogether".

In James's first novel, Roderick Hudson, published in 1875,
six years after his first sight of the high tribune and the
tortured neophytes, the hero "pushed into St Peter's, in whose
vast clear element the hardest particles of thought ever in-
fallibly entered into solution. From a heartache to a Roman